io8                  THE  COMPLAINT

And counterfaite a caufe

(As Grecians order then)

That at fuch feafts; (but onely one;

They might abide no men.

He knowing not their crafte,
Sat downe alone to eate,
And hungerly his owne warme bloud
Deuoured then for meate.

His ouerfight was fuch,

That he for Itis fent,

VVofe murdered members in his mawe,

He pnuily had pent.

No longer Progne then,

Hir ioy of gnefe could hide,

The thing thou feekfl (6 wretch quoth me)

Within thee doth abide.

Whervvith (he waxing wroth)
And fearching for his fonne)
Came forth at length, faire Philomem
By whom the gnefe begonne,

And (clokt in Bacchus copes,
Wherwith me then was cladde,)
In fathers bofom cafl the head
Of Ms felly ladde :

Nor euer in hir life

Had more defire to fpeake,

Than now: wherby hir madding mood

Might al hir malice wreake.

T The Thracian prince flert vp,
VVhofe hart did boyle in brefl,
To feele the foode, and fee the fawce,
Which he could not difgefl.